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IGH on his pillow rais'd Mac Lillo lay, 
Viſions of future greatneſs round him play Z 

Speeches on various ſubjects now he frames, 

And— Mr. Spaaker—ih brad Scotch exclaims. 


Cloſe by his ſide the fair Maria dreams 
On humbler ſubjects, leſs ambitious themes ; 
Her's the ſoft with in cottage walk to prove 
Sweet, ſentimental, ſympathetic love, 


Rous'd with his well-known voice, Maria cries 
Hear Hear him—Hear him—or Mac Lillo dies. 


When lo] from darkneſs burſts in blaze of light, 
The ſprite of Sampſon Grills—difaſtrous wight, 
Who in times paſt had toil'd both night and day, 
Water, with gentleſt motion, to convey, 

In ſtreams ſalubrious, to fam'd Tamar's ſhore, 
And give to Dock a bliſs unknown before, 

To drink health's efſence—Adam's ancient wine, 
Ere art had preſs'd fell poiton from the vine. 


Ah! grim—grim Ghoſt—Ah ! wherefore art thou come! 
Why haſt thou burſt the marble of thy tomb ? 
Awake, dear Mac—ſpeak to the horrid ſpectre, 

Or I ſhall die at once—of mere coniecture, 

O'er her lov'd man her ſnowy arms ſhe flings, 
And, every nerve convuls'd, to ſpoſa clings ; 

When he—ſtill ſlumb'ring ſpeaks —Maria dear, 

W herefore this cloſe embrace—this trem'lous fear ? 
Know that the Britiſh empire ſoon ſhall ſee 
Heav'n's belt donation, call d EQUALITY ; 

The dead, the living, ſhall be then the ſame, 

And all diſtinctions but an empty name, 

Save thoſe diſtinctions medic art convey, 


Which BASsILISKs and MyRMIDons* diſplay. 


At length from flumber waking—ſtcuck with awe, 
His honor'd friend—his Sampſon Grills he ſaw— 
The Hero trembled—at the ſpectre's nod, 

And mutter'd out for once—his prayers to God. 


The ſpectre then—with accents grave, ſublime, 
In periods tedious—foreign far to rhyme ; 

Yet ſtill the Muſe in metre will endeavour 

The ſenſe to catch—the ſentence long diſſever; 
And give in parts what may contain the whole, 
And if the loſe the body, catch the ſoul. 


Mac Lillo—Friend—thou know'ſ near half an age 
My ſtudies have embelliſh'd Goadby' s page ; 
There have I midwiv'd forth, with wond'rous pain, 
The embryo's of a deep unfathom'd brain : 
Water—ſalubrious water was the theme 
Of waking labours, of the midnight dream ; 

Mine the great wiſh to ſnatch a wreath from Fame, 
And give to Time—a ſecond Samſon's name; 

Yet the vain world has call'd me idle ſchemer, 
Stupid and dull inexplicable dreamer. 

Death ſtopp'd my toil—My glaſs alas is run; 

Be't thine to finiſh what I well begun: 

But not to thee alone the meed of fame, 

Bryer and Jones muſt join Mac Lillo's name; 

And ſhould the work till further aid demand, 

Let Winterbottom lend his helping hand. 


Thus ſpake the ghoſt—thrice way'd his grizzled wig . 
rie gone, Maria cries—Mac hums a jig. | 


Name of the two ſlop-ſhips of which he Was ſurgeon; 
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